Needless to say, I accepted. Motoring itself was an
entire novelty in those days and Italy was an unknown
country to me. We slept on the way at Siena,
Perugia and Orvieto. It is a well-known itinerary, and
I will only say that to me the journey was a dream of
enchantment.
On the first morning of our arrival in Rome, I was
awakened at seven o'clock by my friends' servant. My
orders were to get up at once and come to the golf club,
as the inter-club match started at nine o'clock. I looked
wistfully through my window at the dome of St. Peter's,
but naturally I obeyed. I won my single in the morning
and, having a very good partner in the foursomes, we
also won in the afternoon. Unfortunately, however, the
period between luncheon and starting out for the four-
somes had been so lengthy, owing to the hospitality of
our hosts, that it was dark when we got back to Rome.
Instead of sightseeing, there was a dinner-party given by
the president of the Rome golf club. Knowing nothing
of Italian I made my first speech in halting French. As
we were going to bed, my host heard me making plans
for the morrow. He quickly stopped that.
" You forget/' he warned me, " I've entered you for
the Italian championship/'
I could not deny that it was in the bargain and I had
to conceal my disappointment. Not to drag out the
story, I may say that I won five rounds of that champion-
ship and found myself in the final, not having seen a single
picture or statue in Rome and with one day left ! The
other finalist was an American and my host's greatest
friend. I could no longer conceal my dismay and Harry
Dearbcrg made a most agreeable proposition.
" It would do old Bill all the good in the world," he
said, " to win this championship. He lives over here and
you don't, and you are miserable about seeing nothing of
Rome. I don't mind if you scratch to him/'
I scratched to him with pleasure.   It would have been
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